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want of being loved. Physicians were called in. There
were immense consultations. They were all puzzled, and
all had recourse to arrogant dogmas. I would not, nay, 1
could not, assist them. Lying upon the sofa, with my eyes
shut, as if asleep, I listened to their conferences. It was
settled that I was suffering from a want of nervous energy.
Strange jargon, of which their fellow-creatures are the
victims ! Although young, I looked upon these men with
suspicion, if not contempt, and my after life has both in-
creased my experience of their character, and confirmed my
juvenile impression.

Change of air and scene were naturally prescribed for an
effect by men who were ignorant of the cause. It was
settled that I should leave town, accompanied by my tutor,
and that we should reside for a season at my father's castle,

CHAPTER VI.

* AND I, too, will fly to Bgeria !'

We were discoursing of Pompilius when the thought
flashed across me. I no longer listened to his remarks, and
T ceased also to answer. My eyes were indeed fixed upon
the page, but I perceived nothing, and as it was not yet
my hour of liberty, I remained in a soft state of dreamy
abstraction.

When I was again free I wandered forth into the park,
and I hastened, with a rushing, agitated step, to the spot
on which I had fixed.

It was a small dell, and round it grew tall trees with thin
and light-coloured leaves. And the earth was everywhere
covered with thick fern and many wild flowers. And the
dell was surrounded at a slight distance by a deep wood,
out of which white glancing hares each instant da-rted
to play upon the green sunny turf. It was not indeed a
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